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we come? ) knew aman nimed [ene
dextor, ouve, who—"

“Yas," suid the squire, who had given
a little stavt ot the flest sound of that
low, contrilto voice. "It w1, Clara
Caprivil To think (st fate shoald have
brought us together again after all
these years!™

ho pule womin
feot and clntehed
shim, stromg arm,

Lt ub go, Isors,” said she. “We—
wo have made a mistake. ulve me my
shawl  Quick! Jat ns go!

“But, mwother, why? soothed the
girl, who senvosly, aus yet, compre-
hended ull this by-play, “Don’t you
| hear what the gentleman ssys? We
[ ewn buve work here and food nnd shal-
ter!  Mother, sit down aguain! You are
trembling all over!"

straggled L hey
bt her :[mwhlt‘.."!

I o r awoy.
the golden lnze hung over the hills
iilee a quivesing veil; the bland wir was
full of the soft, subtle fragrance of
wild grapes ripening i the woods; snd
whereyer doud tree or vude stone wall
afforded Jton vantege ground, the
silvery tangles of clematis wove s love-
Iy guelund, und il mosses of golden-
vod aod puple-fringed asters held wp
their clusters of dageling bloom.  And
in the hop-fields merry voices echoed
from morning until night,

Will Pendexter, walking np and down
the aisles of silver-green leafage, with
his haods behind his back, might have
veminded one of Honz in the ancient
Seripture story—prineely Boaz stand-
ing o his horvest-fields and giving a
kind glance and pleasant word to
evoryone, I

ggn’t he handsome!?" suid little Fan-
nie Dix to Miss Morgan, the rectar's
daughter. Fanny was o pale lttle
dressmalkor, with an inelplent cough,
who had been recommended by her
doetor to spend o fortnight in the hop-
flelds; and Mise Morgan, whose mother
had died of consumption, picked hops
overy yenr on principle, just as Judge
Murloy's duughters  visited  Long
Branch, *“And all the handsomer since
e has turned gray? [ do wonder why
hie never murried!” '

“Don'y you kaow?
gan, sagely.

‘“;\'l}.“

1 ean tell you {(hen,” sald the ree-
tor's daughter, who denrly Joved a
morsel of genuine romance,  “Beeause
his first love jilted him," 4

AR if spyone wenld jilt, Will Pen-
dexter,"” suid ineredunlous Fanny.

“Oh, but he wasn't Squire Pendexter
then—all this huppened twenty years
ago,” averred Miss Morgun, her flying
flugers never leaving off mnong the

said Miss Mor-

clusters of pale-green hops.  ““That
was before he inherited Pendexter
farm, lle wus only n poor young

furmer then, with his own living to
make, aod this was a beantiful givl
who wus spending the summer hore.
And they were engaged and all—and
the vory night before the wedding she
ran wway with an Italing, one Count
Unprivi, who was sioging on the New
York stage.”

Fanny drew a loog breath.

“And what becnme of them?" said
shie.

“0Oh, they went to Italy, where the
connt expected to succeed to large es-
tates, und 1 suppose they ure there
now."

Fanny looked with secret awe at the
ruddy face and magnificent height of
Will Pendexter, ns he sauntered down
the green nisies of waving tendrils and
tremulous lenves, and almost wondered
19 hear him ask Muahala Bentley about
ler buby, in the off-lhand, ordinary lan-

pge of everyduy life, and give lamo
Billy Bartlett ‘“good day," just ns if
there had been no Countess Caprivi in
the world.

But Fanny Dix was but a girvl yel;
she did not know how twenty years
will bridge over the darkest gulf in a
buman life, There is no scar that will
pot hoal in twenty years—there isnota
greave on which grass will not grow—

aye, und daisies bloom, in twenty
YORrs. 2
Wl don't know that we can lake

another hand, Simpson,” suid Sqnire
Pendexter, moeditatively., “The field is
erowded alrendy.”

“What [ thonght, exanctly, sir,” said
the overseer, respectfully, “HBuot this
‘ore is w pretty voung slip of a girl,
with n feeble mother dragging along
on her arm.  And a man doesn’t like to
sy ‘mo,’ to suchl  So 1 thought 1'd just
speak to you, before—"

“Where ave they?" said the squire,
rubbing the gold knob of his walking-
cane ngainst his nose; and Simpson
knew that the case of the forlorn
strangers was safe enongh.

“Mother, don't fret; here comes the
gentleman now,” said a elear, soft-
toned voice, and Sgunite Pendexter
found himself looking into u pair of
wistful, deep-biue orbs—orbs that be-
longed to a slight, beautiful  girl,
dressed in faded fabricand worn shoes,
who was leaning against the wellcurb.
For while Simpson hud Leen gone on
his errand of inguiry, she hud drawn a
bueket of clear, cold water oul of the
sprinkling  depths of the well and
given her wmother a drink ouwt of the
silver-bounad gourd which always hung
there, _

a8ir, without n moment's hesita-
tion, “might 1 have a job of work in
vour hop-fields? We have come from
ihe city—mother and I-there's no liv-
ing to be picked up there, and my
mother is ailing, und wa thoaght the
smell of the shops might do lier good.
Please, sir, we'd work cheap, ifonly
we might sieep in the barn and have 2
bit of something to eat between
whiles!”

“ldon't want you to work cheap!”
gaid the squire, assuming an aspect of
unwonted gruffness to cover the sym-
pathetic thrill in his volce. “I never
grudged money's worth for good, hon-
est work. As for the barn, my house-
Jeeper can put. you im one of the va
caut baek ehambors over the kitehen,
and there's always enough to cat al
‘Pendexter farm!”

“Pendexter farm!”

The woman wio had been sittiug on
the mossy cattle trooghsiowly litted her

head bere and pushed back her worn

‘sunboanel.

© Where are we, Isora? Whither have

“I1ell you, child, you don't lknow!"
| sald impatient Clars, possessed with a
{ sort of wild, unressoning terror.  “We
| —-we must go!™

SOhrw,” sald the squire, lie himsell
assuming the direction of affairs, “‘the
child s right. Let by-gones be by-
gones. You don't suppose | would turn
you from my door?"

Clava looked into hig fuce.

*“Have yon forgiven me; then?"
shie,

YForgiven yon? Yes, years and years
ago. Lot vs be friends ngoin, Clova."

For his Leart ached to see how pule
and wan she was—how haggard were
her cheeks and how like smoldering
fires ‘the light burned in her sunken
eyes. .

she told him all, that afternoon,
while pretty Isorn was stripping the
clustered hops from the vines witha
dozen givls a8 pretty and us blooming
us herself; how her life bhud bean an
aitless wreek; how Carlo Caprivi had
been no connt after nll, bat o numeless
pretender. with aeither honesty nor
honor: how he hued left her, with the
baby Isora on her Annd, toshift as best
she might for herself, and was kitled in
o gumbling brawl; how she had strug:
gled on for vears, constantly feeling
herself less uble to wage unequal war
fare with the world.

“Clara," said the sqynire, when she
had finished, “why didn't you come to
me?"

“Recause 1 had wronged yvonso deep:
ly," she faltered,

“You might bhave koown 1 wonld
have been kind, even ta Caprivi's ehili.
Well, it doesn’t matter now, You arve
here, and you must stuy here. Do yon
hear me, Clara? Must! Bless my
heart! You'll grow stronger in these
country breezes, nnd that pale girl ol
yours will get n color in her fuce,”

So they stayed at the Pendexter
form, and beauntiful lsora Caprivi grew
fairer to look upon with every passing
day.

“Ulnrs,” saud the blunt squire one
day, "that girl of yours is pretticr than
ever you were."

“1 know"it,"” said Mme. Caprivi

And ns she spoke the words, a panp
of jealousy struck sharply through her
heart. Yet, was it not natural enough
that Squirve Pendexter shonld tuke note
of Isora's opening loveliness?

And in her room that night, Clarn
wrestled with her own heart, and eon-
guered it.

“Ue will marry Isorn,” shie told her-
self. “lsorais beautiful, snd he is in
the prime of life. It is ae it should be.
While 11 am only & wreek, waiting

Bikic

HLET US BE FRIENDS AGAIN."

on the shores of time for the final bil
lows to come und sweep her awaf. God
bless his noble heart! God bless my
sweet-souled girl! And God grant that
they may be happy together for many,
muny long and happy vears!”

The squire enme to Mme. Caprivi the
pext day, with rather an embarrassed
fuce.

*It 18 coming,”
knew it wonld,"

*Clara,” sald he, “I've & question to
aslk you."

She bield oul hor hand with a smile,

“Ask i1, then, freely,” said she, gra-
eiously.

“Should I be making a fool of myselt
if, nt my nge, I were to marry?”’

*Youn would be doing the most proper
and nataral thing in the world," Clara
anyvered, still smiling, although her
heart seemed to stand still within lier.

“Then, by Jove, I'll risl it!" said the
squive, jubilantly. *Clara, will you
have me? Shall we begin our disjointed
lives over again, my givl?"

Mme. Caprivi grew pule, then red,

“Halloo!" sald Bquire Peindexter.

ul

thought Clura,

“Have 1 spoken too abruptly? Have
1_'.’
“No," suid Clara, faintly. “Bat—buat

I thought it wus Isora that you loved.”

*“Then you thought wrong,” sald the
squire, briskly. I bhave never loved
any woman but yon, Clara, and I never
shalll”

So they were married quietly, and
the antumn of life shines softly over
them, as the veiled sunlight hangs its
golden haze over the picked hop-fields
of Pendexter {arm.

Aund poor Clara is content at Jast.—
Amy Randolph, in N. Y. Ledger.

—Kitchien Landy — “Wan moment.
Does yer know how ter make an ome-
let?"" Mrs Billion (nonplussed)}—*1—I
think so; why?" Kitchen Lady-—"Very
well. Fring me wan not later as siven
o'clucle in the mornin', an' | gress me
an' you'll be chums. Omelet's me fa
‘ yoreet, madum. "—Housewide,

BY PROXY,

Pally and the Latest Additlon to Her to-
cabulnry,

“Mother,” asked Polly, *what tloes ta
1o o thing 'hy proxy’ meun”

“To do it by employing another per
son to do it in yonr plaee.”

“Buot that wonldn't be deing it my-
self,” ohjected Polly,

“People consider it the sowe thing.”
sald wother. “If 1 sent Acthar on un
preandd, nnd he asked Harold to go for
him beenuse his foot was lame

“Arthur husn't got o lame foot,” eriml
literal Polly, |

IV must suppose he hnd, or that he |
hadd the toothnohe, perhaps, and so Hap-
old went Instead —"

“Havold doesn't like to do errinds,
pither; he always makes mistaloes™
ankd Polly, thonghtfully, Polly hud her
snspielons of sudden attacks of lama-
pess and toothache,

SWell, H doesn't matter. Porhnpshe |
might lLiire Harold to go by giving him
n picce of candy. If he did that, it
would be the same as if he had done
the eprund himself,  He would doit thy
proxy.' Do yvou understand, Polly®

“Yessum,” answerad Polly, as she
started np-stairs,

“T've got all the candy Aunt Kittle
gave me, sald Polly to herself; *“hat
Arthur hasn'l any. Mother didn't know
that™

She pulled opan her barenn deawer to
taste a bit of theeandy, 1t looked very
pink und fastol sweet

CThere's Isabella’s dicess right nnder
It exelaimed Polly.  “'ve been won-
dering where it conlid be*

She deagged poor Isabella Angelina
by her log from under the barean, and
procee Tl Lo dlress ey,

“Polly!" suddenly oo
voleo.

“Yes-um."

“You must go to the store for me.
Rridget is busy, and Twant the fruit for
my frait enke.”

Polly laid down Isabelln
with a sigh.

“1 just hate errands as much as o
ol does!™

Her eyes fell on the candy,

HPerhaps,” mormnred Polly, nodding
"ll‘l' |Il°m'\'.

She «|'||||1 ad Lhe esndy into her poeicet
and went down-staies with o Jdemuaep
Tace.

*Yoseum, yosaum,
oltron and allsplee,  Why don’t vou say
all mother® Tt's
Theve's Harald at the gute!”

She ran after him, and mother, huasy
with her eake, did not hear the little
footsteps which presently pattered up-
stnirs agiin.

Harold brought in the grocer's par-
cels

“How's this, my boy? It was Polly
I sent Lo Mp, Slote's, You've hronght
me the wronge kingd of ralsins: these nre
very poor, Nocarvanlsat all! Citron,
and one, two, three packnges of cloves,
cinnamon and ginger: hut noallspice!”

“Dear! dear!” groaned Harold, “It's
always the way.”

He pushed the pink enndy forther in-
to his pocket. 1t wasn't nearly so
sweet us it had bheen.

“l'l-“_\' " ealled mother,

“Yes'um!” saldl Polly's meek
from behind the kitehen door,

“I sent you on this erennd, Volly.™

“Yes-nm," lispod Polly againg Yand T
went, mother, just as yon explained. 1
went ‘hy proxy™ !

Mother kept her face aos straight as
she conld.

“Indeed, Polly: then what am I to
10? Here are the wrong articles. If
Harold had done the errand it wonld
be his fanlt, bnt if it is yon who have
Tone so badly, you must be punished
for yonr carelessness. Yo tell me yon
{id the ervand. What shall T do about
it

Polly considered the situstion.

HWell, 1 did do that errand, mother;
I traly did. I diel it *hy proxy.' 1
paid Harold @ piece of candy to go for
me."

Then o bright thought struck Polly.

“And don't pou think, mother, that
if T did your errind by proxy,' and you
have to puanish me for doing it wrong,
you ought to punish me ‘by proxy®

too?'—larper's Young People

ne mother's

Angrelina

Ruisins, carrants,

.lsp'lni-" correcler.

volee

HE DARED NOT RETURN HOME,

Sad Fateofn Man Who Conldn’t Remem=
b Al Hia Wite's Commissions.

The old man who sat by the ropdside
conghed violently.  le seemeod Lo have
one foot in the grave, yet he was o
wanderer, ragged nnd forlorn.

A little boy stared in wonder at the
strange, decrepit figure.

“Why don’t you go home!" the child
demanded,

The old man shnddered. Barving
his face in his hands he moaned miser-
ably

“Don't ery."

The words of comfort from the ten-
der lips wrung the grief-stricken heart,

“Poy——"

I1is volce trembled with age and bodi-
ly weakness

—* dare not go home,"

“Don't dare!"

The vouthful
astonishment.

“No, ldon't dare,™

There wias o world of sadness in his
tones.

“Twenty-seven years ago, boy, 1 left
my home bright and early. My wife
kissed me fondly-

Jears sprang to his eyes and rolled
unheeded down his cheels.

—“and told me to get some thread,
sugar, toweling, matches, & washboard,
saleratus, needles, and—and —"

As he faltered, the look of
his faece grew more intense.

—Yand one other thing that 1 for-
wot and—never—econld—recall. 1 have
been an outeast ever since. [ dare not
go home."

Intently the boy watched the stoop-
Ing figure wotil it hobbled laboriously
from sight.—Detroit Tribune.

eves grew big with

agony in

Musleal Ttem.
Sweet Girl—Is it wicked to sing that
song on Sundays?
Brother Juck—Yes, it is wicked to
sing any day.

AN UNPLEASANT SHAVE.

Fhe Victhm of a superstitious Notlon Re
lntes b Story.

“I{ was in the year 1847, said the
rmeonteur, o8 he took the speaker’s
ehair; "1 wis malkdng o telp (rom Onse
low Lo the village of Londonderry, N.
S, on the north shore of the bhay of
Fundy., DBefore renching my destina-
tion it beeume dark, the night seiting
in rainy, and the roads in such n stote
that the walking heewme very tiresome,

“The country here was sparingly set-
tled, and the fow inhabitants lived in
log eabins of the most primitive kind.
They were o course, Imt not viclous

people,  mnking  thele  lving by |
a  rode kind  of farming. Their
furms copsisted of a few ncres of

stump land upon which they raisod
meager crops of bnckwheat, potatoes
and turnips by grubbing around l]w\
stumps,  Well, just os [ was about to
sink with futigue Isow a dim light in
the distance, nnd decided to ask shelter |
for the night at the first cabin 1
reached, which proved to be the one
where Fsaw the light, 1 knocked at |
the door, which was closed and un-
friendly looking, nnd was answered by
A groff voice with & single monosylln-
ble, ‘come” T entercd and found a
number of men sitting aronnd a rongh |
deal table, Their hats were on Illld|
they looked ntme with n singular ex-
pression that T eonld not define. ]
asleed them if T ecould lodge thers for
the night l

* Yes," snid one of the party, ‘but yon [
must ¢ome in an' stand your chance
with the rest. mistor.

1 asked what that mennt

“*MThe men at ench other
then another the compiany
h‘|)l|]q‘l'.

“OoWe nre to draw ents to see which
one of us will have to shave o dead
man.'

T was prepared to hear thal some
daorle erime was to bo attompted, bnt
this very unexpected proposition sent
eold chills down my baek, at the same
time that | broke out in o profuse por-
spiration

“l econsented, however—what
couldd 1 doP—oand then was told that
one of their nomber had died that
day, snd it was the costom to
shave the dead, and to deaw cuts which
decided  the who was to per-
form the disagreeable tasl. The mode
of provedore was to cul straws in dif-
forent lengths, and the duty fell to the
nne denwing the shortest streaw,

“As Inek wonld have it 1 drew the
ahortest straw!

“Tell, T offersd them evervthing |
hudl to get ont of it—money, my watch

but no, thely superstition was stronger
than capidity, and 1
ronghly told 1 must do the barber act
with the best graes | econld, They
wore determined to see me through,

“One honded me a bowl of water, an-
other bronght o bar of brown soap, and
# black bettle with tallop dip in it
furnished the light.

“The dead man was in a shed back
of the eabin. 1 avoliled looking ot him
as much as possible. and, with the
razor 1 omy hond and my knees knock-
ing together, T performed my first nnid
lust tansorisl efort, and did the Lnsi-
ness much better than | expectid to
under the elrenmstances.

“Bat yon can easily imagine that |
didd not elose my eyes that night, and
a horrble fear assailed me that he
the dead man—might need shaving
again in the morning.  So the moment
it was light 1| from the rough
bench on which T Iodged, and by san-
rise was many miles from the seene of
an expericnes which | should never for-
et df 1 lived o hundred years."—De-

Lroit Free Mress,
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Cut Worshigp,

In the middle ages nnimals formed as
prominent o part in the worship of the
time as they had done in the old ralig-
ion of Egypt.  The cat was n vory im-
portant personage in religions festi-
vauls. At Aix. in Provence, on the fos-
tival of Uorpos Christl, the tinest tom
eat of the country, wrnpped in swad-
dling clothes ke n child, wons exhib-
ited in 0 mugnificent shrine to public
admiration, Every knee washentevery
hand strewed In-
cense, and Grimalkin was treated in nll
respeets us the god of the day.
the festival of St John
fate was reversed. A
tabby tribe were pnt

flowers or ponred

Bt on
poor tom's
nnmber of the
into a wicker
basket and thrown slive into the midst
of an immense fire kindled m the pub-
Tie square by the bishop and his elevgy.
Hymns and anthems were song, and
processions were made by the priests
and people in honor of the saerifice,—
Liverpool Muareury.

Truined Londers i Peaver,

It is vregarded as n novelty nowadays
if & woman is trained to lead PIDYErsS
and conduoct serviees in the eharelies,
yvot vory often in the middle sges a
Jewess was trained os a precentor or
synagogne reader, A notable instance
is preserved in the cemetery at Worms, |
where n tombstone dating from 1235 is |
sacred Lo the memory of Uranin, who
is mentioned as leading the women in |
prayer, It seems that the woman's |
synagogne In those days was separiated |
by a thick wall from the men's. and, ns |
it was impossible for the women under
these eirenmstances Lo hear the regular |
cantor, Urania was one of a few whae
were trained lor the office. —Chicago
Post.

A New Meaning.

St Lonis Boy—What do folks mean
when they advertise that they want a
live boy 1o dothings?

Chicago Boy—They mean they don't
want a St. Louis boy, [ s'pose,.—Good
News,

Cnuse for Gratitude.

“There goes young Hunker. Do you
know, Mande, every time I see that
man go by the house I feel overcoma
with gratitude to him."”

“Gratitude! What for?"

“Forgoing by."—Brooklyn Life.

Got Too Affectionate.
Edith—Why did you dismiss Mr.
toodheart?

“Why?
“Because it makes the people swear.”
~Texas Siftings

Blaach—Oh, he go so he'd rather sit
at home andhold my hand than take
me to the theater.—N. Y. Weekly.

PITH AND PDINT

~Not oné man in a dozen will tell the
truth if yom usk him why he wears »
plagr hat.—Rum's Horn.

An Teinh feiend {psists that the
chief pleasube in kssing n pretiy gicl is
when she won't let yon.— Boston 'rans-
eript . -
wlsg muan with
whit bhe does not say, mnl charge the

fool's

—~Always credit a

words op to him Ginlveston
News,

In the Coming Day.—"Why doesn't
Bunder ever go to the polls™  “Ile has
u standing pair-off with Mrs, Sander.”
-—(‘Ilh'ﬂl,’-'l Noews-Rtecord.

—The Usual BExcoption.—Whupper—
*“They are awfully new people,  Every-
thing they have is new.,” Snapper—

“Except their mauners.”"—Tuaek,

—(ne of the mystevies of humanity
is the relnetance with which n man
buvs 4 woman's mpeazine tor his wife,
nnd the engerness with which he rends
it. "

—~The gossip who tells yvou a secrct
mnkes you promise not to tell it to any
one else,  He wants the exelusive priv
iloge of telling it himself—N. (. Pleq-
yune,

“I'm afeaid Johnoy s going to the
bad as fust ns he enn,” saill his mothoer,
“Is het peplied the neighbor. HWhy
don't yon get him employment as a
messonger boy."—Washington Star,

Perhiaps it is jnst as well that wom-
en, as oovile, aren't 1!
they were they woulidl see aftoner than
they do what bad bavgains they muke
perenninlly when they marey men, —
Bomerville Jonrnnal,

At the Dime Musenm. —Lady
ftor—"1id it hort you very mnch when
they stuck the needle in yon?' Iat-
toond man—""No, mi'nm

business-like,

Vise

1 don't mind

it T eome from the state of New Jer-
sew =N, Y. Hornli
“T thonght yon said yvour bay's

nurse was o coloped givl, Mes: Hicks,™
saitdl the wisitor. "1 saw her to<day,

und she's white.™  “0h, weall, she lonks
white,” said Mrs Hicks, *‘but in reality
she's very green” —Harper's Bazar,

i to Duty
“1lenrn thot the enstoms offfeer want-
i'i! tll '_"1'”"['1 |]!|‘.‘\' on ]‘i.‘\"\ ".]‘\ l}!‘ on I'.I"['
retarn from 1‘1-..:2.}1,-" Mrs Gargovle
—'Gracious! What for?™  Mps
mey—"He said her complexion was o
worl of art,” =Detroit Free Press

The Present Good Enongh.—Yonng
Physicinn (to old preceptor)—“Daoctor,
I fear my patient is going todie. 1
want yon to sugpgest some change in
the treatment.” Old Doclor—=""Has he
any moncey?' “No" *“Then go nhead
with the present, trestment!'—Yunkee
Blade.

—~A Rap on the Knuekles—Here A
(at o large party tolt . who Yind
treated him  disvespretfolly): “Sie, 1

—Subjsot Mrs. Gummey-

Giume-

IN WOMAN'S BEHALE,

SPEAKING IN PUBLIC,

The tireat Mierence Velween Womanlle
ness and Sentimentabity,

There is among women of n certain
temperament a confusion of idens as to
womunliness and sentimentality, They
seem Lo Lo under the impression thal
real womanliness indolges publicly in
lavish use of terms of andd
in that outward display of affection
which the vill alwavs regnrd |
voldly or sneerngly,  Those qualities |
which radically distinguish women |
from men are cualities of charncter, of i

|
|

endearment,

worid

minds, of sonil, Taey mattors of
foheritanee, very feeiuently, nnd in any
event traits improved Ly cultiva-
tion, by self-control, aad By the uneens-
ing vigilance aud disciplineof life. Af- |
foetion, with its tender manifestations, |
its own peenliar vernaculer, i some- l

nroe

Vi

are

thing wwed thet it should be forever
prarded from the ceves of the scofling
and oS It 1o
more intended for the platform, for the
routine of the publie meeting, for inter-
palntion in the minutes of the session of
a canvention, than the sillss pod jewels
aired
through the dust of the highways, worn
in the or 'I|:|;|l“\' nvoections snd in the
garish ligl The private in-
dividoal and the public official are two
sepurate and distinct individnals, The
woman who stands npon the platform,

50 B0C

CeTSO el ritade, is

of festul areay ure moant to bhe

tof noon.

BRAINS VERSUS BEAUTY.

Women Noted for Lntelleetanl Power YWhe
Are Hopelossly Plain,

One of the puzsling things diftienit of
solntion in life is the persistency of di-
voree  between  beains abtd  beauty,
While it by no means follows that o
homely woman Js always brainy or n
pre one invarinbly devoid of intelli
genee, still it s troe that of all worcen
noted for p-.“u.f;:? intellect fow havo
beon othorwise than hopelessiy pliatin
Mme, De Stpel, the intellectunl }\‘.'-nii_u‘.'
af her day. before whose wit even the

great Nuppoleon availed, and of whom
“Nhe that would
were seated on i reine
without feminine
hurm of nlow me-
fumons workl  por-

he said, hus shalts
hit a man it he
bow,"” was tolally
grnoe suve oniy the
lodions voice.  One
trait desesibes bor s o Cpricstoss vl
Appollo, with dasl illumined by
eentus pnd marked feptores exprossiva
of n destiny superior to that of most wo-
men,”
metital way of saying that she was not
fuir.

George Eliot's biograpbers seldom at
tempt personal desaviption, and shirk
the issue by saying that she had “large,
ussive, homely feeturves,” which were
nt rare intervals soflened by n smile of
great benuty,  Her head colossal
and maseuline, hoer hnie conrse, brown
and bashy, her brew high and foll, but
her body was fradl and delieate,  And
this powerful won nn, whose writings
have fpllponced sl modern Hlullghl.

which ix, of course, only an orng-

Wihs

or who speaks from the floor of o con- | wos given over { y the woman's wenk-
vention, is the representative of o prin- | nees of shedding turs incessuntly. 1%
in bord to reconcile the faet with her

r-lﬁq- or un I|l1l‘.]‘ and she is ]t'-Hn‘Tl;{!
niore. It is of puramonnt iIH:II'-H:HI\.'l‘!
to her audience snd to the prosiding
officer that her cnunciation shounld bo
distinet thut her be |
strongly, vlearly and concisely pregents
eid: that her rhictorie and her grammmar
should nttaln the highest stan duvd of |
established usage, hut her private
idlosynerncies, her physical inHrmities,

her tending to emotion or bysterin, beay |
no rightful place or consideration in
rny phase of the proceedings of s delib-
erntive body. 1t is not worth while to
vesort to spectacular effeots or @
deamatie wethods for the |m1-!1nu--nf|
ciphasizing o making apparent dis-
tinetlons of sex. No weli-bred, wells
dressed woman who speaks and con- |
duets hersell with dignity and modesty
will ever Le mistaken for other l]l:llllt

shonld

T

| she is

| dignity,

| it in nny swav, and

prapose to lend yon for a week a boak |

on the manners and customs of polite
soclety 1" Herr B——
I'm sure; but ean yon really sparve it
thet length of time? " —liegende lat-
ter,

Indigent and Seody Man (Lo severe-
looking elderly ladyi—*"Please; mum,
would yon be kind |'1l|<1J'_;'=| bo givie ns-
dgtunce to @ poor man fust oul of the
' Elderly Lady (sniffing the
vou bad moun. You
smell g0 strong from rum! | ean fairly
fste it “You lkin, mum?® *“Yos, |
win, Y] wish T hal smeller,
num."—Smith, Gray & Co's Monthly

nospital

tirj—"0o, "wav,

yoar

A RICH CAT,

Fapsy Remembered b the WL of Tts Late
Mistresy,

There is in Paris o eat which, if the
sonrts hold llw \\'i“ of \l;l-]‘lllel' l'l!hn]].
1 indy of modernte fortune recently de-
seasied, (o be valid, will soon e in res
seipt of an independent income,

This lndy, dying without relations or
friends, desived to leave o snitable pro-
rision for two objects: the maintenunoec
of her tomb in gpood order, and the com-
fort of herjpet eat, s, For the surer
!l'l."‘:li|l“.‘ihfln"!1! of these two objeets
she combined with them a third, & be-
uest to the ‘Il”!“l' sechools of o certain
ward in Paris, which are to rocoive (he
remninder of her fortune, alter (he ex-
penditure of two hundred francs
about forty dollnrs—nnounlly for the
al's board during its nataral life, and
also of whatever further sum may bhe
required to care properly for her own
Lomly

This accentric will 'Fl:'n\"lih‘.‘. furtlior
that Monsicur His
customed to little indalgences,” shatll
miss nothing to which he has become
habituated.

It specifies that he is 1o sleep inn
basket lindd with soft lannel, and is to
be presented daily with two good meals
of millkk and meat served in the Seveny
sancer from whieh he has always been
ft‘ll,

He is to be londly and |'m!-.EaIz-rnh'1_r
treated, and his fur is to receive a core-
ful cleaning and combing once a weol,
and a blue ribbon is 1o be tied around
his neek every Sunday morning.

Monsieur Ris, who is at present de-
cidedly the most famons eat in France,
is n large and exeeodingly handsome
white Angorn, with long flulfy for and
grent yellow-brown eyes, looking like
twin topazes laid in cotton wool.

11 seems eruel to reckon the years of
this superb least from a mercenary
point of view, but that is what the rep-
resentutives of the sehools interested in
Mme. Dubrai’s will have already begun
to do.

The tife of aeat isabont twelve vears
Monsieur Ris is still in the heyday of
youth, und the question s Will it be
worth while to accept the moderate
legney of his lute mistress, burdened
for ten or twebve years with forty dol-
lars annually for Monsier Bis?

Moreover, somany people have offered
to board him at this rate of payment
thut there is a fear that should he die
arother white cat might be snbstituted,
and so the annuity be extended indefi-
nitely.

Altogether the prospect of the feline
heir securing his inheritance without
opposition Is doubtfal; but rich or pour,
there is no doubt of a good home being
found forn cat of such distingunished
manners, ine personal appearance, snd
extensive reputation.—Youth's Cow
panion.

"Il‘.n'in.j.,r been. s

’ = | eally, where the
“Nery pleased, |

What the avernge woman most needs |
In her public capibity is composure aoil
However afTee-

mny seem between friends
and kindred, “*my dear™ Is not a proper
eonvention or in |
Nothing Is gained by |

it nndoniably gives
an expression of wenkness and inefll-
cleney.

Where a convention s in session for
where all the Lusiness is
transncted intelligently and methodi-
e is displayed pro-
found knowledge of parlinmentary Inw,
and where the debate s all that it
ghould be, sentimentalizing rings like
n fnite note, out of keiping nnd out of

nminble and

tionule [t

appelintion 1o use in o
I mass-mecting,

days together,

 hnemony with all that is pdmirable and

I strengihen

prafseworthy. This small bitof consure
will be permitted, foy, in view of the

rapid advance that lias been mude by |

women in thelr ubility to consider pub-

lie guestions and transset publie busi- |

ness, there is no doubt that this slight
fault will be amended, and that degree
of perifection attained which can be
reached with no loss of kindliness or
{rlendship.

There ure many things which women
domot approve in men, there
donlitless many faults in the movil and
mental composition of women which
are distastelnl 1o mon,

The nnd the
lack of dignity, and even those personnl
diferences which are cmphasized with
blows it would be painful to seedintro-
duced into an assemblage of women,
Nevertheless there is no reason why the
other extrema of excessive amiabllity
shonld be nlmed at, with the cavessing
ond petting that hove their proper and
only plnce within the fonr walls and

s nre

violenee almsiveness,

the strict seciusion Of home,
cry from the mnsculine turbulence of a
political primary to the excessive swoot-
ness of the too “womanly™ convention,
but there les betwoen the two a ;(-u'.llr"n
moean, where conrtesy and refinement
and unceasing regard for the feelings
of others nre perfectiy compntible with
refreshing good

officinl dignity and
ponse

Waomen hnve two pernicions, procons
ceived ideas arninst whicl ”ll‘_‘.’ must
contend; extreme
they huve been ldealized by poets und
romance writers into something akin to
the divine, the other is the misvepresens
tation which stamps every womnn who
erosses the
bold, unsexed ereature, at war with the
unalterable conditions of nammre and
of society, One is as 7ulse as the other
The woman whe wields the gavel or
Madam President is not apt
1o he either an angel or 0 termngant
She bas very probably, on the other
hand, only just temporarily laid aside
ber thimble, and after attending to the

that

nne 1s

n Gl resses

wants of het fumily Has given herselfa |

little refreshing whiff of the airof the
outside world. She is inone capacity
no less womanly than in the other, In
both alike she retaios hey virtues and
Lher funlis, constantly to
the one and overcome the
other, It will be boroe in mind that it
is not the real mothers who must keep
in the drawing-room the foreyver untin-
jshed bit of an ifonfant's wardrobe,

secking

her maternity, That sort of humbug
is loft to wamen of the stamp disenssed
and made typical by the pen of Thack-

There is, to go back a little, a very
great deal thut we may learn of men
with profit, and one Is,
(';'11-1_-5-!,- o exercise 'I[1 !1:'-|fv~ji0nn! ood
official dignity.

soberness to judgment,
reason, really, why women should eon-
duct their publis meetings and guuge
their behavior in public by any lower
stundard. —Inter Uvean.

it is stated thatabout 1,000 women
rork in the Pittsburgh fron mills, mak-
lug bolis, mats, hinges, wgd barbed
Wires

| Tivened

Itis a far

where |

threshold of her house as o |

whereby to advertise the cupaeity of |

when they |

It 35 of Immense ad-
vantage, giving weight lo opinions and
There is no

other eharaoteristios, nnd it, like her
second marrioge, are things her admir
ers like to forget.

Lady Mury Mostague, she of the ex-
quisite letters, wasn most untidy and
slovenly woman, with u fnee hideousiy
seariod by smallspox, and distressingly
homely. She said herself that the only
reason she was glivl she was o woman
wis becanse she woultd never hiuve to
MUrry one.

Margaret Fuller was quite the reverse

| of protty, save for her graceful enrringe,

though her admirers were given to
rupsoiizing nbont her neck with its

curves.  An interesting fact

RWILT=.

He

| abiout litevary woren and one pleasing,

no donbt, to rnnettes is this, that ale
most a1l intelleetual sturs of femining
lore were dark in type.—N. Y. Bun.

Entertainlig Withont Guoesis.

Some time ngo o woman whao had en-
her elrele of ncguaintances in
the cast with noticeable gifts of con-
versution and apprecintion, n renl lover
of good folks, good manners and good
tulk, went to the Pacific const with her
husband, who was 4 missionury there,

| Their one boy was not allowed o play

freely with the ehildien of the rough
peaple among whom they worked, and
often the mother and boy were lelt
| weeks nlone, while the father wusoff
on preaching tours. A favorite way of
| brenking the monotony on the mother's
purt was to celebrate anniversaries by
inviting conldn’'t come,
andd holding imaginary eonversations at
the table, the lTooks and
characteristies of the mythical assem-
| bly, all of which mightily pleased the
stoall Loy, aml one night, after his
usinl prayer, wdded: *Oh, Lord.
less all my friends all "round this
world and tell "em if they'll be good
somebody'll eome and see ‘em—1'll vome
angd see ‘v myself, Amen" A bitof
uneonscious puthos that onght to tonch
everyene with a socinl heart.—N, Y,
Times,

guests  who

deseribing

A Remurkable Vreouch Woman,

The marquise de Bloequeville, who
died a few dave aro in Parvis, was for-
werly one of the most beantifal women
of her time, like most French
beauties, had considerable political in-
fluence.  I'he marguise was the yonng-
est dpvehter of Marshal Devoust, Prince
d' Bekmneh!, duke of Averstaedt, Two
of nlso famous for their
rond married respectively  the
dnke of Cambaceres and Connt Vigier,
The marquise was o rreat favorite at
the court of Louis Philippe and was the
intimate friend of Queen Amelinand the
In early woman-
hood her festures wern of the perfect
Greek type, her eyes and hairn brilliant
Enthusigstic weiters of Louis
Philippe’s day desoribed her figure ns
divine, snd lier gait and earriage us
those of o goddess. She wns n hand-
some woman ut the time of her deuth.

and,

RIStOrs,

her

Jonls,

tduchess of Orleans

black.

FAIR WOMEN AT WORK.
Ix Bohemin there aré 100 societics and
for their ll\lj(-l‘t the
| advaneerment of the epuse of women, A
great deal is done in this way 1o procure
for the women ef Bohemia better em-
ployment and grenter lndependence.
Tuerr arve to-day more thuan 200,000
women in the United ales earping o
living Ly professional and personal ln-
bor in the shops, in the practice of law
and medicine,the teaching of musie and
| art, liternture and sclenee, and in eleri-
| enl work of differcnt kinds in govern-
ment and other official places
NEwAiRk, N, J., has a woman manun-
of umbrellas and parasols,
She learned the trade beennse it was
her father's business and she liked it
| better than teaching or sewing.  She
is a shrewd business woman, and not-
withstanding the competition with big
stores and the misfortune of having
been twice burned out, has a fairly
| prosperous business, 3
{  Miss Livy E. Bexs has for the past
thiree years lived in the east end of Lon-
don, and has interested hersel! greatly
']in the welfure of the chilidven and
Perhaps

clubs which have

i

facturey

| youny girls in that quarter.
her best work hos been in her sewing-
| elasses. where she teaches girls from
’.r.inu to fourteen to cut and make the
garments for which thelr instruoector
provides the material,

Adoxa the Sierras there is o woman
stage driver, Mrs. 1L J, Langdon, wha
owns 4 line that extends several hune
dred miles throogh the mountuing She
can wanage a four or six in hand py
skillfully as uny man, and she employs
scores of horses and vehicies, and car
rie: the United Staws mail ns well as
rgerchandise and passengers.  She cop-
diets two or three other brunches ol
husiness cs well aa her stage line
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